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MISS HELEN FAUCIT 
IN RICHELIEU, 


Without questioning the play of 
Richelieu by the sterling test of the 
elder dramatists, the character of Ju- 
lie, his orphan ward, breaks the 
otherwise monotonous picture of the 
statesman and his satellites; it isa 
gleam of sunshine bursting through 
a stormy sky on some ant cot, 
where home is truly felt. Sheisa 
creation in unison with the pulse of 
youth, the same face and form our 
natures pray to meet with as guard- 
ians of our future life, whose mo- 
desty 


Attunes pee chaste charms that passion 
olds 

His burning breath, and will not with a sigh 

Dissolve the spell that binds him. 

The character of Julie, im the 
hands of Miss Helen Faucit, is a 
perfect specimen of acting ; she iden- 

_tifies herself with the poet ; the actress 





is lost, and Julie alone stands present 


Asa proof of this, when she enters 
Richelieu’s library, the fond, timid, 
and loving woman, whose step is 
slow, whose eye is downcast from a 
Sear her weak nature imbibes from 
the many reports of the Cardinal's 
power, a spell his word of kindness 
at once dispels, and she advances 
with a firmer step, appealing to him 
thus :— 
May I say, Father? 

Richelieu. Now or never. 

Nature’s sympathies are at once 
awakened; she is the daughter at 
her more than father’s feet holding a 
free communion of her thoughts 
with Richelieu, answering prompt as 
nature dictates to his artful enquiries 
as to whom she likes of Louis’s 
court, Too much praise cannot be 
given for the faultless taste displayed 
in_ her representation of this beauti- 
ful trait in woman’s character ; most 
correctly is the feeling’ carried out 
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by the start, the passing flush upon 
her cheek, and trembling utterance 
of 

De Mauprat, 


as Hugent announces his waiting 
below, and following confused ad- 
dress to the Cardinal, 


** What doth he ? 
I mean, I, does your eminence, that is 
Know you Monsieur de Mauprat?’”’ 


In that name the chord has been 
struck, it vibrates through her soul ; 
the truth of her notions knows not 
concealment, her love speaks; but 
with that feeling comes another—the 
Sear, as to the cause, of his being 
in attendance on the man whom re- 
port speaks of but with blood, a 
fear his manner half dispels, and 
she ingeniously confesses forth her 
knowledge of the chevalier, Again 
her fears are kindled by his 


** Hate Mauprat. 
Julie, Not Mauprat; no, not Adrian, fa- 
her.” 


nor is she pacified until she has won 

him to say 

** Not mak De Mauprat with my foes? so 
e it:”” 


and with a full and trusting heart 
she leaves him, uttering ° 
“‘ That’s my own father!” 


Throughout this scene her concep- 
tion is akin to nature: no passion 
or thought is here called forth that 
is kindled by sin, it is of a sublimer 
character; the exhibiting that por- 
tion of our natures which trenches on 
divinity, simplicity, and purity of 
thought, hence the most difficult to 
portray, and most nobly does she 
identify herself with the feeling 
herein expressed. 

In the succeeding scenes where 
she is De Mauprat’s wife, we lose all 
interest in the character, until she 
seeks refuge beneath the Cardinal’s 
roof, from the insult offered to her 
honor by the King Louis. The 
scene is a Gothic chamber; time, 
midnight; Richelieu is pondering 
over the failure of one of his schemes, 
as Julie rushes in, The sting of the 





affront is on her curled lip, the flash- 
ing eye and burning cheek tell out 
the honest indignation of her heart, 
the trembling step nature’s exhaus- 
tion speak; yet above all this the 
Sear of Richelieu for a second con- 
trols her, and she utters 
“ Cardinal!” 


and then, as if in utter prostration 
of spirit, throws herself at his feet 
with the holier word 

** My father!” 


There needs no other poetry than the 
appearance of Miss Faucit during 
this brief interval; you read at once 
all that she has suffered, and impati- 
ently listen to the reiterated tale of 
her wrongs, until the Cardinal’s 
sneer— 
* He aking, 
You—woman ; well, you yielded!” 
rouses the wife, when with form 
erect, and flush of wounded pride, 
Miss Faucit, with all the power and 
energy of one so situated, pours 
forth 
* Cardinal,— 

Dare you say “ yielded?”” Humbled and 

abashed, [Louis 
He from the chamber crept—this mighty 
Crept like a baffled felon! yielded!” &c. 
The thrill she forces through her lis- 
tener’s breast is most painfully pro- 
longed, as she proceeds to describe 
the villainy of Count de Baradas, 
whose haughty spirit damns the fame 
of him she loves, and the Cardinal 
exclaims,— 

“I think thou wrong’st thy husband :” 


hope is kindled, she clings to it;— 
she believes, and her hearers pay 
homage to the same ‘thought; and 
when she shortly afterwards takes 
again to her breast her deceived and 
erring husband, you feel at once her 
consummate conception of the cha- 
racter, in the self-reproachful tone 
in which she utters, 
* You love me then? you love me! and they 
wronged you !” 

When De Mauprat is taken to the 
Bastile, again Julie seeks the Cardi- 
nal; here another character is to be 





expr 
maid 
she ¢ 
that 
nive 
80 a 
* hor 
her 

man 
bein; 
wors 


An: 


THEATRICAL JOURNAL 19 


expressed; the wife, and not the 
maid; the woman, and not the girl: 
she doubts him, the fear has created 
that doubt, she thinks he has con- 
nived at her husband’s arrest, and 
so addresses him. He orders her 
‘home,’ that word gives courage to 
her soul, the fear is gone, she de- 
mands her Adrien: the question not 
being answered, she thinks the 
worst,— 
“* Let thine eyes meet thine; 

Answer me but one word—I am a wife— 

I ask thee for my home, my fate, my ail! 

Where is my husband?” 
The soul, the energy, she infuses in 
these few lines is electrical; she is 
nerved to hear the truth, even if it 
be clothed in death: ‘‘ myhome, my 
fate, my all,” is asked for with all 
the sublimity of resignation, which 
at once yields to the softer emotions, 
as she with piteous tones concludes, 
“« Where is my husband ?” 


To be Continued. 





COVENT GARDEN, 
Monday.—Midsummer Night's Dream, 
and the Castle of Otranto; or, Harle- 
quin and the Giant Helmet. 
Tuesday.—Merry Wives of Windsor, and 
the Pantomime. 
Wednesday.—Midsummer Night's Dream, 
and the Pantomime. 
Thursday.--Midsummer Night’s Dream, 
and the Pantomime. 
Friday. —Merry Wives of Windsor, and 
the Pantomime. 
Saturday.—Midsummer Night’s Dream, 
and the Pantomime. 
The popularity of the Midsummer 
Night’s Dream and the Merry Wives 
of Windsor, aided by the gorgeous 
antomimic effects of the Castle of 
tranto, continue sufficiently attrac- 
tive to warrant the postponement of 
Leigh Hunt’s new play, which it is 
now understood will not be produc- 
ed till the latter end of the present, 
or the beginning of the next, month. 
Madame Vestris, we are happy to 
say, is now reaping a rich harvest 
from her spirited outlay in the re- 
production of the legitimate specta- 





cle, (for the Midsummer Night’s 


Dream, though embodied in the rich- 
est language, is something akin to 
the dreamy spirit which presides 
over the orgies of pantomime; and 
both are legitimate.) ‘The receipts 
of the house during the Christmas 
week, having been averaged at £400 
a night, and the attendance having 
been equally remunerative each even- 
ing since. This, we hope, will re- 
cover in some degree the losses re- 
ported to have been sustained in the 
early part of the season, When 
such generous efforts are made to 
place the only national theatre upon 
a foot commensurate with its original 
character, they ought to be encou- 
ragingly responded to on the part of 
the public. 





HAYMARKET. . 


No manager ever received a stronger 
and more touching proof of the ap- 
horism that ‘* money makes money,” 
than has Mr. Webster during the 


last two months, for no modern play, 
since the Lady of Lyons, has pos- 
sessed the load-stone property of 
drawing, equal to Sir E, L. Bulwer’s 
latest production. The regular sea- 
son being almost at a close, would, 
but for the Lord Chamberlain’s ex~- 
tension of the license, have pet a 
temporary stop upon the ever-filling 
treasury; but there can be no ques- 
tion now, that up to the period of 
the extended time, Money will con- 
tinue to increase the lessee’s re- 
sources and the author’s fame. The 
indulgence is an act of justice to 
both Mr. Webster and Sir E. L, Bul- 
wer—to the former for the liberality 
with which he has put the drama 
upon the stage, to the latter as a 
compensation for the impossibility 
of obtaining anything by his copy- 
right in the provinces, the dramatis 
ersone and the ‘ tout ensemble’ be- 
ing too multifarious to allow of pro- 
“ justice being done to it by the 
imited companies in the country 
theatres. 


Ss 
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VICTORIA, 


The Yew Tree Ruins! or the Wreck, 
the Miser, and the Murderer, is the 
voluminous title of the last novelty 
at this house, which was received on 
Monday last, the first night, with 
acclamations of delight by a crowd- 
ed audience; and we are glad to 
state that during the week the attrac- 
tion has been quite as great. Mr. 
Haines, a gentleman well-known in 
dramatic circles by his prolific, and 
generally successful productions, is 
the author; we do not, therefore, 
wonder that this drama should have 
met with such signal success. 

This drama is well, in some in- 
stances powerfully, written; there 
is a deep feeling, clothed in elegant 
language, pervading through the 
piece; many sound and wholesome 
truths are uttered, and the “* sayings 
and doings” of the comic parts are 
full of point and humour. 

The story is interesting, (we ad- 


vise the public to judge for them- 


selves;) the scenes well sustained, 
and the catastrophe managed with 
due melo-dramatic justice. Having 
now offered our meed of praise to 
Mr. Haines for his original produc- 
tion, we must not forget the manage- 
ment of the theatre, who deserve 
the utmost credit for the good taste 
and liberality with which the piece 
is put upon the stage. 

me of the scenery is beautifully 
painted, especially a village street ; 
and the last scene of all represent- 
ing tin mines in Cornwall, with a 
cavern opening upon the moonlit 
sea, ranks as one of the best effects 
of this kind. 

Mr, J. T. Haines made his first 
appearance during the present ma- 
nagement, and was most rapturously 
received; and when the curtain fell 
the audience perfectly stormed the 
house, to thank both author and actor 
for the evening’s entertainment they 
had enjoyed through his means. 
Mr, Dale, as a gambler lord, has 
an excellent part, and acquitted 
himself very Well. Mr, Hicks has 





several opportunities for displaying 
his muscular strength ; we have seen 
him in parts better suited to his 
style of acting; Miss Emmeline 
Montague is as graceful and prett 
as ever, but she has scarcely enoug 
to do; her screams when carried off 
by smugglers and robbers are per- 
fectly terrific; who would not fly to 
rescue a woman in distress? Mr. 
Hicks not only ‘ flew,’ but jumped 
through an open window with such 
agility, that the audience mistook 
him for Harlequin. Miss Pettifer is 
wonderfully improved both in ap- 
pearance and acting, she has laid 
aside her girlish timidity, and plays 
with the confidence of an old stager. 
Mr. Bender, as an old miser with 
his thirst for gold, is very fine, but 
he hardly looks old enough, he has 
too much flush on his countenance, 
and too much ‘ flesh’ upon his bones 
to represent a decrepit old man, but 
his acting makes plentiful amends 
for physical defects. Nor must Mr. 
Attwood be omitted, who bore away 
the comic palm with triumphant 
force ; he is an excellent low come- 
dian, has a capital face, and his by 
play is always clever. 

ll the minor parts are well sus- 
tained, there are terrific combats, 
blazing torches, sprightly dances, 
and plenty of attempted gun and 
cloth firing; now, although the 
piece ‘ went off’ very well, we re- 
commend the artillery to follow so 
good an example, for it is the height 
of absurdity to see a man fall wound- 
ed to the death when no shot has 
taken place. 

The Pantomime continues attrac- 
tive; Blanchard makes an excellent 
Clown, but we do not admire his 
card pattern dress : some of the tricks 
have been omitted, and wherefore? 





SADLER’S WELLS, 
Novelty succeeds novelty; every 
week gives birth to some fresh at- 
traction, proving the indefatigable 
exertions of the enterprising manager. 
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Last week, Mark Lemon’s popular 
drama of Gwynneth Vaughan was 
played; the heroine was Mrs, Hon- 
ner, who acquitted herself very well, 
but we have seen her in better parts, 
This week an adaptation from Hum- 

hrey’s Clock appeared with success ; 
Mr. R. Honner’s Quilp, is one of 
his best impersonations; he looks 
the character horribly—he must take 
this as the greatest compliment we 
can pay him. ‘The tableaux and 
scenery are very pretty; there is one 
fault herea fault which at a minor 
house is a sore evil; there is no good 
low comedian at present, Mr. Collier 
though very clever in all he does, 
has not sufficient ‘ weight’ for this 
line. The same i will apply 
to Mrs. R. Barnett who should really 
allow a smile to visit her rigid fea- 
tures. 

If pantomime be on the wane at 
other theatres, surely here the Christ- 
mas pantomime is as lively and heart- 
stirring as ever, and we strongly re- 
commend all those who exclaim ‘ the 
light of other days is faded,’ to pro- 
ceed to the ‘ old house,’ where Pan- 
tomime is really ‘ at home.’ 

Mr. R. Younge is the author of 
this, as well as many other excellent 
pantomimes, and the public owea 
vote of thanks to Mr. R. Honner for 
having prevailed on his ‘ old’ friend 
to grow ‘ young’ again, and conjure 
up mirth and laughter in_ these 
gloomy times. Notwithstanding the 
inclemency of the weather, the 
houses have been very full; the en- 
livening scenes on the stage, the 
bustle and activity of the pantomi- 
mic characters drive away all thought 
of cold; the very laughter pealing 
through the house cheers the heart, 
and as for the hands, they grow 
warm with applause. The opening 
of the pantomime is not made so 
prominent a feature as of late years, 
still in the introduction there are one 
or two good scenes, especially in 
the boudoir, where the acting of 
Mr. C. Fenton, the Baron’s daught- 
er, is extremely ludicrous. Mr. 





Richardson’s byeplay, as oneof the 
ladies in waiting, deserves favour- 
able notice, and the final catastrephe 
when the ladies discover the hand of 
time upon their features, completes 
one of the most laughable scenes 
we ever witnessed, 

The scenery in this introduction 
is beautifully painted, particularly 
the dioramie illustration of the flight 
of the hours; the instantaneous 
change to the realms of pleasure is 
truly magical: the harlequin is grace- 
ful and active, always on the stage, 
now leaping through arm-chairs and 
shop-windows, now performing ra- 
pid changes with his magic bat, 
metamorphosing public houses and 
sign posts into’ Tom cats with glaring 
eyes and ravenous jaws, then trans- 
forming a huge Cheshire cheese into 
a Royal cradle from which spring a 
regiment of juvenile bantlings called 
Prince Albert’s Own ; the columbine 
has a pretty face and smiles grace- 
fully to the audience, Is there not 
a charm ina pretty face and spark- 
ling eyes? of course she begets ad- 
miration and deserves it; the clown 
is rich in humour, his tricks are full 
of mischief; he steals with a sly 
twinkle in his eye which is perfectly 
irresistible, and his comic songs, 
(by the way, he is forced to sing two,) 
are received with shouts of laughter. 
Mr. Grammani as pantaloon, is the 
best on the stage; the mantle of 
Barnes has fallen on his shoulders. 
What shall we say of Mr. Stilt as 
harlequin’s tiger with his gay and 
fanciful stripes, his sudden leaps, 
his elastic springs and bounds ? why 


we roared, although the tiger did 
not. 

Reader, remember the spirit of 
old Grimaldi haunts this house. 





WOOLWICH THEATRE. 
Mr. Saville has become lessee of this 
establishment for a limited season, 
and having engaged the well-known 
Henry Betty for a few nights, we 
been induced to witness his 
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performance of Hamlet, in order 
that we might be able to afford cor- 
rect information to the London pub- 
lic from our own personal observa- 
tion. We should indeed have paid 
but an indifferent compliment to the 
critical acumen of the provincial 
critics had we entered the walls of 
the well-filled theatres with any 
feelings but those of perfect confi- 
dence in the abilities and stage tact 
of the youthful tragedian, one and 
all seeming to concur in the general 
opinion of the excellence which cha- 
racterises his performances, Mr. 
Betty has every advantage of voice, 
form, and judgment, and even now, 
rivals any of the most popular ac- 
tors of the day. Imitating none, 
but playing from such lights as ge- 
nius and study, aided by great dili- 
gence can bestow, he pleases us by a 
natural conception and native digni- 
nity quite foreign to the trickery of 
the profession, and which would, 
in London, produce a fame and re- 
putation little inferior to the furor 
that raged on the first appearance of 
his father, the English Biacion, 





DOCTOR JOHNSON’S TAVERN, 
Bolt Court, Fleet Street. 


In the course of our perambulations 
about town, we are in the habit of 
frequenting every place of this de- 
scription in its turn, and we admit 
according to our taste, there is no 
tavern, where music and singing is 
introduced, that is better conducted. 
The Pianoforte is well executed by 
Mr. Mather, and the glees excellent- 
ly sung by Messrs. Crosley, Field, 
Mather and some others whose names 
we do not now recollect; some of 
the old and sterling ballads may be 
heard here, sung delightfully by a 
youth the name of Parsons, and all 
the new comic songs of the day by 
Mr. Moody, whois certainly a young 
man of great comic humour, and a 
deserved favourite. There is one 
song sung here, by Mr. Crosley, we 
never heard at any other_room of this 





| description, it is Mad Tom, and in 


his hands really is a master-piece We 
cannot avoid noticing the strange 
variety of visitors, some who attend 
regularly, others out of curiosity ; 
at one moment may be observed an 
old gentleman with his brilliants on 
his fingers, the same in his shirt bo- 
som, his eye glass, and his gold 
headed cane; one of the old school 
who will enter into theatricals by 
telling you what they were sixty 
years ago, and what they are now; 
who considers the theatres are not 
worth attending, as in the time of 
Kemble, Cook, Lewis, and Mrs. 
Siddons; who from early impressions 
and prejudice, will not allow merit 
to any of our young aspirants, Next 
to him are some young bloods, who 
with their cigars between their teeth, 
and their hands in the pockets of 
their new Taglioni cut, will give it 
as their opinion there never were bet- 
ter actors than Macready, Farren, 
Strickland, Mrs. Warner, and Ma- 
dame Vestris ; and that Mr. Charles 
Mathews is superior to his father, and 
the present scene painters are supe- 
rior to any that ever lived—so much 
for the opinion of the sixty year’s 
experience and that of the rising 
generation. Silence is called, the 
glee begins, all is attention, not a 
word spoken; when finished, loud 
applause, abundance of orders for 
chops, steaks, kidneys, with roasted 
murpheys, till two o'clock, and yet 
all orderly. 








PANTOMIME TRICKERY. 
To the Editor of the Theatrical Journal, 


Sir, - Three young men have been play- 
ing at various Saloons in London, for 
some time past, as the Egyptian Brothers ; 
latterly, at the Surrey Theatre, as the 
Sons of Syria; and now, at the same the- 
atre, as the Boleno Family, in the Pan- 
tomime ; whereas the said Boleno Family 
are playing at the Theatre Royal, Dublin, 
and consequently cannot be in London, 
How is it they are rechristened on this 
occasion? By stating the above in your 
next, You will oblige, 

H. H, 





THEATRICAL 


PARIS THEATRICALS. 
(From our Private Correspondent.) 


Madlle. Heinefetter made a very successful 
debut on Monday, in La Juieve, and was 
received with acclamations of applause by 
a numerous audience ; she bids fair to be- 
come a star of the first magnitude. The 
Renaissance Theatre, which was to have 
opened last night, was closed by order of 
the government; it is said because a new 
piece, entitled “‘ There was once upon a 
time a King and Queen,” would be offen- 
sive to our gracious Queen Victoria and 
Prince Albert, a very proper feeling on 
the part of Louis Phillipe, who surely can 
never forget the fostering kindness he re- 
ceived in this country in the hour of need. 
“* Sweet are the uses of Adversity,” asour 
immortal bard expresses it, ‘‘ who tho’ 
like a toad, ugly and venomous, wears yet 
a precious jewel in its head !” 


Paris, January 10, 1841. 





IMPROMTU 
ON MBS, NESBITT’S EYES. 


The poets say that woman’s eyes 
Are brighter far than starry skies, 
Eclipse the moon, vie with thesun, 
*Ere he his daily course has run ; 
Yet brighter far, fair Nesbitt’s thine, 
Which stars and moon and sun outshine, 
B. B. W. 


THE WEATHER AND THE ACTORS. 


Mrs. W. Lacy’s lips became frost bitten, 
but her husband’s kisses soon melted them, 
and she is perfectly recovered. 

Mr. D. Rees having swallowed a quan- 
tity of water in a frozen state, became 
very unwell, but a few glasses of hot 
brandy and water soon revived him, and 
he is getting much better. 

Miss Romer is in a frozen state, all Mr. 
Barnett’s entieaties cannet thaw her; she 
still remains a lump of ice. 

Mrs, Nesbitt suffers so much from cold, 
that nothing can warm her but a lighted 
cigar. 

Madame Vestris fell asleep on Christ- 
mas night from the intense cold, and did 
not awake until the Midsummer Night's 
Dream had thoroughly warmed her. 

Mr. Farren’s fingers became so frost- 
bitten, that he could not touch his salary, 

The audiences at the Haymarket were 
all freezing, when Miss H. Faucit ap- 

ed and ‘ melted’ them into tears. 


Mr. Paul Bedford’s nose was frostbitten, | 
but an outward application of ‘ salt,’ and | 
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inward application of ‘ brandy,’ his nose 
is recovering. 

The frost has cracked Mr. C. Kean’s 
voice; it is to be hoped the thaw will re- 
cover it. 

Mr. C. Mathews and Mrs. Nesbitt were 
frozen together, a fiery glance from a cer- 
tain lady thawed them in an instant. 

The frost was so intense as to freeze 
Miss Fairbrother and Mr. C. J. Smith to- 
gether, his magic bat could not separate 
them. 

Mr. Macready suffered so much from 
cold, that he could hardly speak ; but 
when ** Money” was offered to him, he 
found his voice. 





Chit Chat. 


Mr. Batty, of equestrian celebrity in 
the provinces, has recently been fined by 
the Brighton magistrates, at the suit of 
the proprietor of the Brighton theatre, 
for introducing stage performances in ad- 
dition to horse riding. Mr. Batty, who 
has amassed some money in his profession, 
has carried the matter to the Queen’s 
Bench. 

The drop curtain atthe Theatre du Gym- 
nase was, a few days ago, replaced by a 
rideau annonces, composed of large co- 
loured placards, indicating the addresses 
and names of certain shopkeepers of the 
capital, but the authorities have forbidden 
this new species of scenery to be exhibit- 
ed.— Galignani. 

The Stamford theatre has been transferr- 
ed from the lessee of the Nottingham cir- 
cuit, to the lessee of the Lincoln circuit, 
thus making the latter more compact, but 
we fear not more profitable. 

The little town of Grantham, during 
the Christmas season, has given a very 
fair share of support to the company un- 
der the direction of Mrs. T. Robinson, 

Miss Delcy has been most rapturously 
received in Dublin; her singing in Cin- 
derella has quite electrified the audiences, 
What a pity she is not permanently engag- 


| ed at one (query, which?) of our Loudon 


theatres. Madame Vestris should attempt 
an opera; we are convinced that good 
music, blended with an interesting story, 
and well supported, would prove a good 
change from the plays and comedies now 
being acted. 

There was a ful'er house on Twelfth- 
night, at Covent Garden, than has ever 
been known, except on the occasion ©: 
royal visits. 
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We aie sorry to hear that Miss Helen 
Faucit has been for some time unable to 
appear, from indisposition. Mrs. Ster- 
ling makes an excellent substitute in the 
comedy of Money. 

The: Macready Testimonial.—About 

ighteen months ago, the admirers of Mr. 

acready’s management resolved to pre- 
sent him with a testimonial of their regard 
for him, and subscriptions were raised to 
a considerable amount, for the purpose of 
presenting him with a piece of plate: 
what is the result is a question we. have 
been repeatedly asked by many of our 
readers. The whole eee Sere 
in mystery, and those patties who have 
cheated are anxious, of course, that 


their subscriptions should be appropriated _ 


to legitimate purposes; we will enquire 
into this matter. 

In consequence of a domestic calamity 
in the family of the gentleman who was to 
have played the General in Bombastes Fu- 
rioso with the Shaksperian Club on Tues- 
day next, we understand the perform- 
ance is ch: in lieu of the former, 
to the farce of “‘ The Rendezvous.” 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

J. E.—We shall be greatly obliged for the 
paper in question: the title page will be 
ready with our next number. 

Alexander.—Is received; the ‘name’ was 
an over-sight. 

An Actor.—We will make enquiry. 

H. T. I.—Will see it is quite impossible for 
us to interfere in such matters. 

The Stage.—We catinot decide till we see 

lines. 

To our Readers.—The first 14 Parts of 
our Journal, Price 6d. each, are now com- 
plete and may be had of our Publishers; 

To our Readers.—Orders for our publication 
may be given at the office, to be sent to 
any part of the country, by paying a quar- 
ter in advance, Is.6d. If we pay the post- 

‘ age, the quarter will be 2s. 6d. 





All communications for the Editor to be 
Sorwarded to the Printer, post paid 
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W RLTING. ARITHMETIC, BOOK. 
KEEPING, &c.—Persons of any age 
however bad their writing, may, at a trifling out- 
Jay, in Eight Easy Lessons, acquire, permanently, 
an elegant and flowing style of | Nero ed adapt. 
edjeither to Mercantile or professional pursuits. 
the counting-house, or private ‘correspondence, 
Arithmetic, taught on a method requiring only 
one-third the time and mental labour usually re- 
quisite ; Boch: besping by single and Hoxie ent: 
as tised in the Government, Banking, an 
leading Merchants’ offices ; Short Hand, exactly 
as itis written by the ‘‘ Gentlemen of the Press,” 
&e, &c. For particulars apply to Mr, Smart, at 
the Institution, 7, New-street, Covent Garden, 
leading to St. Martin’s Lane. Lessons (privately 
if preferred) one hour each at the pupil’s own 
convenience. 





Sight Restored and Deafness Cured. 


Nervous Head-ache and Deafnessicured, by the 

most simple,delightful,and ao pee compound. 
Its mode of application is fraught with pleasure ; 
many thousand cures have been accomplished by 
its use at a trifling expense; yet certain in its 
operation. If testimonies be necessary to induce 
the sufferer to make trial—Kings, and 
Commons have-used it, the Lordsof the treasury 
have sanctioned its use, Their late Majesties, 
the Duchess of Kent, the most eminent Occulists 
Medical Practitioners, with that Gigantic Balance 
—The Press—have eulogized Grimstone’s Eye 
Snuff, for its efficacy in removing all diseases in- 
cident to the Eyes and Head. G. J.Guthrie, Esq. 
F. R.S. See J. B. Lachfield, Esq.’s letter, White- 
hall, Dr. Thomas.—Dr. Andrews calls it a Na- 
tional blessing—see his reports touching its utility 
The late Mr, Abernethy, with many others, re- 
commend Grimstone’s Eye Snuff, and call it 
pe Man’s best Friend, and the “* Student’s Vade 

ecum,” , 


Great was the power that did to man impart, 
Creative genius and inventive art ; 

The second praise is, doubtless, Grimstone, thine, 
Wise was thine head, and gteat was thy design, 
Our precious sight from t now set free, 
Wives, widows, fathers, praises sing to thee. 





ABLEAUX VIVANTS INDIENNES 
—Egyptian Hall, Piceadilly.—On Mon- 
day and Thorsday wine + of this week, at eight 
ak twen' a. stoped ti on 
livin; ures, y armed an u , illus 
trative of Mr, CATLIN’S LECTURE on the IN. 
DIANS, will be shown with picturesque 

thrilling effect, in groups, forming Tableaux Vi- 
vants, perfectly illustrating Indian life in their 
councils, war parties, dances, &c,—Admission, 
One Shiliing. ; 





HE OLD WHITE HART INN, and 
PICK WICKIAN HOTEL, Boroven, 
Those who like a good Dinner at Moderate 





, will do well to dine at the above Tavern. 





EHEMET ALI and LORD PAL- 
MERSTON.— Madame TUSSAUD 
and SONS have the honor to inform their patrons 
ra | have completed a likeness of Mehemet 
Ali, in full costume, and Lord Palmerston. The 
collection consists of nearly all the leading cha- 
racters of the anys one hundred in number, and 
ee ledged hevene superior—Admittance 
e second room ce—Open from 
1 til 4, and from 7 til 10.—BAZAAR. Beker. 
street, Portman-square, 





—Dinner One Shilling each, A choice selection 
of Wines and yo ually moderate. Excel- 
lent Beds from One Shilling each, 

®,* Dinneron Table every day, at Two o’Clock, 
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